



Long after the war has settled into an overseas
industry, it’s revealed they had set up
a printing plant dedicated to forging evidence
why a war was required. The news is greeted
with the usual lines at fast food franchises.
People chat about the feeble-minded boy who talked
two younger boys into his grandmother’s car trunk.
All three smothered in the heat while rescuers
searched in wider and wider circles, sure
it was a kidnapping: a dark-complexioned man
in a white van, or an albino skinhead
in a black van. People separate to eat, guarding
their food, elbows fencing it in: chew and say
nothing. Piped-in music continues its sprightly
twenty-four hour loop, one car nudges
another in the drive-through. The electric plants
they bombed flat are being rebuilt, of course,
better than before. Also police stations, sewers,
barracks, railroads, airfields, prisons. As with
any enterprise, industrial accidents occur: a van 
full of contractors detonates a mine, troops 
delivering water and sherbet to a village school
are attacked by starving dogs, provoking response
in which the mayor is met by a stray bullet,
still clutching the ceremonial wreath woven by
his daughters. The fast food franchises empty
all at once—tremendous sale at the big-box store,
a sudden desire for summer dresses, flowering 
shrubs, picnic tables, a new swing set. For all 
this stuff, what’s needed is a roomy van: 
everyone converges on the automobile superstore
to test-drive the biggest solution on sale.
When the father of the two younger boys
unlocked his mother’s car-trunk, it was simply
to locate a more powerful flashlight.
At Golgotha, too, the good thief and the bad
had a father. Perhaps the same father, who sat 
with his head covered beneath an olive tree
until the hour appointed to retrieve the bodies
and wash them. The feebleminded boy had
no father to take part in the search. This was
old news. The other one, though, had quit shouting
by the time the neighbors and rescuers ran up.
He had taken a freshly washed queen sheet
from the laundry line, laid both boys out,
then a cover sheet, and crawled in, pulling it 
over their heads and his. From the outside
it looked like he was reciting a favorite 
bedtime story—the urgent whisper, and beneath
the still-damp sheet, the flashlight’s muted beam,
shifting left to right, right to left again.

